Prologue: Crumbling Borders


Static. No response. I threw the walkie-talkie to the ground and cried, throwing myself on the ground as well, curling up in a hopeless, useless, little ball.

My arm felt like it was on fire. To be fair, moments ago, it was. Now it was just rearranged. Not destroyed, though. I could still move it, but it didn't have much use to me. The particles that remained were floating, and gave me that "my arm is asleep" sensation. My dress was torn up too, but that was the least of my worries. I knew Noah was gone, or at least, had started to go insane. Everything felt wrong. Fake. Maybe it was. Reality and fiction were the same once more.

Then I felt chills. Another spirit. I thought they were all destroyed. Somehow, one had escaped The Void before it was destroyed. Resurrected by Noah, unintentionally.

I tried teleporting to Noah. I couldn't. I wasn't sure why, but I had plenty of theories. My best guess was that he had figured out how to use HIS powers, if he had any. He might have figured out that he is the God of his own reality. No, maybe not. Then he wouldn't be crazy. All I knew is I had to kill the last remaining creation of Jackson, and then...

...bring my brother back.


Chapter 1: Recovering


I didn't know where to go, what to do, or where to start. I was only 12, how was I expected to handle this situation? I guess a good place to start was to see if my powers were entirely gone or not. The Void was gone though, so where was I expected to go? I had heard rumors of another dimension similar to The Void being created, named "Voidos," from the same source that told me that Noah was in trouble, so I decided to trust them.

I teleported to a hospital in Voidos successfully, and opened the doors with my mind. My powers definitely weren't gone. I rushed in, and a doctor grabbed my functioning arm and dragged me into a place where they could fix the other. Most monsters down here had a habit of destroying people. If they hadn't done too much damage, it was an easy fix nowadays. Just put the remaining parts of your arm in a tube, and let the machine insert a robotic arm. It doesn't even cost anything, hospitals are free in this dimension. Once I was good to go, with my arm being tested as a normal arm and with my powers, I teleported out of the hospital, and to the closest spot I could think of to Noah's house.

I was on his neighbor's yard. This was Earth, so I had to be careful not to make a scene here. I started to walk on the sidewalk, towards the door to his house. Then I felt an invisible bubble. I knew he couldn't hear OR see me through it. I had seen this kind of thing before, in Jackson. Noah had some kind of powers, whether he realized it or not. His will to not have anyone see him go insane may have caused a kind of bubble between us or anyone close to him. The most powerful abilities in this universe were always caused by emotion. Then I felt the chills again. I darted to look behind me, and I saw someone.

I saw the eyes immediately. Piercing through everything else, bright, shining silver irises inside of dark, black, voids for the rest of the eye. Then I saw the white skin, shadowed by the dark purple cloak that encased the rest of the figure, along with the black hair that she wore. She saw me and clutched her golden amulet in her hand. I recognised the markings on it. They were markings of The Spirit Of Chaos, who was rumored to have destroyed The Void, along with several thousands of others. I nearly teleported away out of fear, but to my suprise, she took it, through it to the ground and said, "I'm not with him anymore. I'm with Noah."

"With my brother?" I said, taken off guard. She nodded. "Why?" I asked. "He is the only one who can keep me alive, along with everyone that you call 'fake.' I want to live, so I am protecting him from any unwanted visitors." She said. "I'm his SISTER! I DEMAND you ask him if he wants to see me." I said, my blood boiling a bit now. She simply laughed in response though, and replied, "Honey, don't talk to me like that. I don't care about your bloodline, I care about my life." Through pure instinct, I lifted my hand, and started to force her into the air. So much for not making a scene. I heard her shout, "Let's talk someplace else!" while she drifted farther into the air. I set her down on the ground, grabbed her hand, and teleported the two of us to Voidos.

I pulled her into the first building I saw, and started talking to her quickly. "Who the hell are you? How old are YOU? How DARE you talk to me like that?" I spat out. "I am The Spirit Of Obedience, I'm 18, and I have a will to live, unlike you." She said. "What do you mean, unlike me?" I asked. "You have powers. Don't you realize that you're fake too? EVERYTHING IS FAKE!" She shouted, and started to laugh, and seemingly started to lose her mind a bit. "I'm not real." She repeated on and on, until she started to have tears in her eyes. I looked into her eyes, and she looked back, and stopped repeating.

Something flickered in her eyes, I could tell. They seemed a bit darker. She seemed to see something she hadn't seen in me before. "If you're fake, and if I'm fake, and it's all just tied to Noah...it's not gonna last anyways, is it? He'll die like any other person. To me, all that matters is that it feels real. And it clearly feels real to you. So why don't you just calm down and..." I stuttered. I had started to break down too, realizing that I could very well be fake too. "I don't know...j-just..." I gave up on talking, and opened my arms for a hug. To my suprise, she lunged forward and hugged me the tightest i've ever been hugged.

"You girls gonna buy something or not?" The man over the counter interrupted.


Chapter 2: Waking


I checked what store we were even in. Clothes store. I guess I could do with something new to wear, with it being burnt and all. I picked out a red T-shirt with a dark red heart on it, and a light red dress. Obelia, as The Spirit Of Obedience was now calling herself, didn't end up getting anything. She said she "likes her privacy."

I was getting distracted. I needed to figure out how to save Noah. "Obelia, were you the one who created the bubble?" I asked her. She nodded. "Then you can undo it, right?" I asked. "Why would I?" She questioned. "If we really ARE just in his head...doesn't that mean that Noah is just talking to himself in his head?" I responded. Obelia thought about this for a moment. She couldn't seem to make herself think about this for too long, as it made both of our heads hurt, as if we were both fighting something. This seemed to confirm my theory. I grabbed her hand without saying anything to her, and teleported us to Noah's house.

I went to go knock on the door, but before I could, it opened by itself. Me and her ran up to Noah's room. He was there, sitting on his bed, crying. "Reality is getting in again. How do I get rid of it?" He asked me. "You shouldn't get RID of it, you should want it." I said. "That's what you always used to say." He said. "Used to say?" I asked. "I NEED TO MOVE ON!" He shouted at me, and I felt my body start to disappear. Reality was setting in. I saw Obelia start to deteriorate, and then everything went bla-


Chapter 3: Lights


Not the lights from my nightmares. Red. Blue. Red. Blue. The things they made me take. The ways they made me blank. Gone. All gone. I'm not mad. I'm not. I want it back. But she was there. She didn't like it. She liked me. She wanted me here.

A voice. A man. Black suit. He remembered me from before. This time, he says, there is no choice. If there was, maybe I would want this. The magic pills. They make my world go away. I usually hate them. Maybe I need to get rid of the world. Maybe my friend was right.

MY FRIEND. GONE. NO NO NO NO NO NO NO NO NO NO NO NO NO. I WANT MY VOID BACK. THE ONE MY FRIEND USED TO MAKE. HE IS THERE. HE IS ALIVE.

I felt it go down my throat into my mind. Into my world. It's going to go away. Screaming. My screaming. Something was happening to my body. The happy pills weren't the only thing in my stomach. Different pills were fighting with the happy pills. Urgent shouting. Not mine. The men in the suits. Crying. From a mother.
----------

I woke up to a bright light. Big, fluffy clouds. Big, massive gates. Friendly, happy faces. My sister ran up to me and hugged me. I hugged her back, with tears in my eyes. Then I saw someone else with tears in their eyes. Jackson. We hugged for what felt like hours.

So much was said without words. We both made some massive mistakes. We both weren't us when we were gone. So much was left behind, but so much could be salvaged here. We could finally be happy here. We could finally be together again.